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" Ye critics ! in whose heads, as equal scales,
I weigh what author's heaviness prevails ;
Which most conduce to soothe the soul in slumbers,
My Henley's periods, or my Blackmore's numbers ;
Attend the trial we propose to make :
If there be man, who o'er such works can wake,
Sleep's all-subduing charms who dares defy,
And boasts Ulysses' ear with Argus' eye ;
To him we grant our amplest powers to sit
Judge of all present, past, and future wit;
To cavil, censure, dictate, right or wrong ;
Full and eternal privilege of tongue."
Three college sophs, and three pert Templars came,
The same their talents, and their tastes the same ;
Each prompt to query, answer, and debate,
And smit with love of poesy and prate,
The pond'rous books two gentle readers bring ;
The heroes sit, the vulgar form a ring.
The clamorous crowd is hushed with mugs of mum,
Till all, tuned equal, send a general hum.
Then mount the clerks, and in lone lazy tone
Through the long, heavy, painful page drawl on ;
Soft creeping, words on words, the sense compose ;
At ev'ry line they stretch, they yawn, they doze.
As to soft gales top-heavy pines bow low
Their heads, and lift them as they cease to blow :
Thus oft they rear? and oft the head decline,
As breathe, or pause, by fits, the airs divine,
And now to this side, now to that they nod,
As verse, or prose^ infuse the drowsy god.